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TO FEES 


GREAT and GOOD: 


T HERE preſent you with a live- 


ly Picture of the civil Diſſentions 


of Geneva, and of their happy Ter- 


mination.— May you take the Hint, 
and do all in your Power to bring the 
People of this once happy Iſle into 


good Humour. May GREAT-BRI- 
 TAIN, like GENE vA, become one 


Family of Love, and by the ſame 

lenient and conciliating Means — 

Such is the earneſt Wiſh of 
Tux TRANSLATOR. 
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CANTO I 


lime, 


Unequal bard, but {till of bards the | * : 
Whoſe genius, ſtooping from her airy flight, 
Summon'd the frogs and mice to cruel fight 

'Wilt thou impart a portion of thy {kill ? 

Wilt thou retouch the daubings of my quill ? 


740 on * more voluminous in writ, 


Copious of verſe, but covetous of Wit z— 


III would it ſuit my whimſical deſign, 
Sportful, to imitate thy languid line. 


Great Boilrenu, pupil of the Roman {chool, 


Scourge of the vain, and terror of the fool ;— 
Heir of keen Fuvenal's ſatyric pen,— 


Painter divine, -of manners and of men.— 


* Author of a poem, called, The Rape of the Buckets 


4 - B 
A 


q * * 
* - 
+ * 
; I 
* 
6 


10 


IX ER of vile burleſque, with true ſub- 


5 


2 The Civil Wer of Peneve.- 


I wiſh, but tis the wiſh of meer deſpair, 36> 1 
1 hy labour'd purity of ſtile to ſhare ;— 2 5 


What's to be done then ?—All alone proceed 
| Hence, invocation—nature take the led. — 


Where Rhone, fcaptas ng dom che 0 ver dads: 
Delights his long-loſt title to retake; . 28 5 
And ruſhing forward with ELSE, force, Fs ; 1 
Haſtes with the Sone to join his watry « 8 . 
Beneath an bill, which time has render 'd bare, | 


Geneva riſes—city rich, and fair © 

Her habitants, of many a furnace * proud 2 5 : 
Plung'd in accounts, a money-geſting e croud. — 
Silver, not ſenſe, they valuable hold, ; 


And here refine, not wit, . but. ſterling gold.—. | 

In this dull land, no ſmile-creqting mich 5 

Was heard—no comedy had ever birth. — "I 

Ramear's ſweet airs are utterly unknown— 3 

Talk but of dancing, and the people ; groan, 

The mangled hymns, indeed, of Tfrae''s kipg, | 

Geneva chants, but never dares to ſing ;j— _ 

As if the pow'r, who rules the realms of light, 361 1 
8 In execrable verſe could take delight: 3 "ys 4 


494 TVT "3 
2 There wel five hundred Furnaces i Genen, for mak 'F 
ing Fold and ſilver. A 
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Have ſtampt auſterity on every face. 


The Givi 2 of "ER, | 2 
Their prieſts, a rigid, melancholy race, 


Preſumptuous cb. 1570 receiv'd kin call, | 
That vile i interpreter of holy Paul. - 40 
Here he maintain'd, that virtue's 'heav 'nly food, 
Helps not the Chriſtian to his final good. _ 
Still the harſh doctrine preach his mongrel crew, 


That God dbes all, and man has nought to do. 


But Robert Covelle other lefſons taught— 45 
God makes, and leaves us free, he wiſely thought— 
"Attracts indeed, but forces not the will 
Rewards for virtue, puniſhes for ill.— FR 
| Fhele maxims pleaſe the young, who love to 


| change, | | 
And thouſands underneath bl banner range. 30 | 


eq 

It happen'd once, with difcontented air, 
As Robert fallied from the houſe of pray r, 825 
Where a dull champion of the ancient creed, 


eee de that day had ſown the heav'nly dd! f 


He met his Kitty, private and unſeen — 55 
* with large black eyes, and bundm mien; 
Thro' a thin veil of gauze, each ſnowy breaſt, 
md, with reliſtleſs heaving, to be preſt. _ 

B 2 5 Such 


4 De Civil War of Geneva. 


Such was the fair, No need to blazon forth 


Great Robert's praiſe, Geneva knows his worth 66 


| His length of noſe, his brillancy of eyes, 
His height of forehead, and his ſtrength of Wer 
No virgin ever heard him with diſdain,.— ; 
No virgin ever let him mg in vain; 

Thus he -broke out.— —Oh, King [ what 4 
ſpeech !— | 65 
Fools as we are, to hear the dotard 8 — 


No good, he ſays, from ſinners can proceed ;- 2 
I will diſprove him—I will do a deed.— 
He ſpake—with love inflam'd, with anger wild— 


And-in an inſtant got the maid with- child,— £7 


So Neptune, meeting Phyllira the fair, 
Took the right meaſure to prevent deſpair,— 


$0 Fove | beheld the beauteous Io's charms, . 
And the next moment claſp'd her in his arms. , 
So David ſeeing Bathſbeba the chaſte, oh — — 5 


dent for her home, and inſtantly embrac'd— 

Rapid as thought, he fill'd her with a fon— 
So heroes, kings, and deities have done.— 
And ſuch, heroic Covelle, be thy boaſt - 
5 Tims is too precious ever to be loſt, bs 
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And prudent Covelle hid his manly grace,. 


De Civil War of Geneva. © _ 5 
Soon by the ſwelling of the damſel's waiſt, 
The ſecret myſteries of love were trac'd ; 
Malice has eyes Kill open to detect, i 
And ſcandal marches with a front creft— Fo 
Geneva is alarm'd in all her ſtreets, — 8. 


To try the culprits, lo! the chapter meets 


Full thirty pedants, in ſhort cloaks of black, 

Their ſtomachs lin'd with draughts of gen r rous 
ek, 1 

Now take their ſeats—a reverend ſight to ſee—: 


— 


All fix'd to paſs a mercileſs decree, us 10% | 
Unlike that ſenate, which conven'd on high, 
Shook with repeated laughs the vaulted ſky— > 


hd 


When V. Alcan brought before the throne of Jouve 


The god of battle, and the goers of love. 


| Kitty cos her beauties from the liche, 95 
Unwilling carnal fancy to excite ;— 


Left envy ſhould deform each reverend face. 


Of the dark ſynod, Vernet fits the head, 
Author of MANY nn but ol unread ; — 100 


2: The Civil Mar of Geneva. 


You know him not, who buy—but they who ſell, 
Know him, alas ! unhappily, too well! » 


The holy fathers he perus'd, when young, 
And thinks their manna dwells upon his tongue 


Tho' Brown * and Needham are not half ſuch. 
fccols 7 105 
Yes, with affected piety, he rules.— 


Before him ſtand the pair accus'd of fin— 
Mark how his features caſt an horrid grin— 


For recollection, paints that happy time, | 
When hewith Javotte wanton d in his prime.— 11 10 
Hear him examine with decorum + > 


And no one ſingle circumſtance omit 


The place, the hour, the number, manner 


well, 


This love, he cries, is ſure the work of hell.— 


But ſince *tis worſt of all to perſevere, 115 
Say, if you till are to each other dear. 


* Brown, a Scottiſh preacher, who, in junction with 


Vernet, wrote ſtupid invectives againſt the author of this 


poem.----Such was the method he took, to ſhew his grati- 


tude to our author, whom he often fauoufed with his 


company, without being invited. Needham is a weik 


Iriſh 92 5 * thought to _ eels with meal. 
To 


— 


3 
* 
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To theſe demands the gentle Kate reply'd, 
4 As with an hint alarm'd, that hurt her pride,» 
43 Not without bluſhing—for a modeſt ſhame 
Roſe from her heart, and ſet her cheeks in 
1 flame ;— 2. 7 
3 Yet bluſhing, {till ſhe tells the ſhort, and long 
Shows things in colours, forcible and ſtrong 
And ſwears her lover is for ever gay, 
Before, and after, might as well as day. 


I ö Such frank confeſſion of their mutual ſport 1 25 

7 _ Quaſh'd all diſpute, and ſatisfied the court — 

To ſentence next, proceeds the man of gloom— 
EKneel, Robert Covelle —kneel, and hear your 2 
4 doom— ; 

2 * Kneel down! —what J ves, you) yourlelf—7 — 

3 om IE 

= Give me the honour to my function due. 1 30 


7 


But Covelle now, arous'd as from a dream 


' Pours forth of eloquence the. manly ſtream, — + 
* Thus he begins, To God 1 bow the knee, © 
® To worſhip man I never will agree;— 


8. The Civil rar of Geneva. I 
Oh my Jov'd country ! hearyour ſon proclaim, 1 135 1 
Idolatry ſhall never brand his name; — 4 


; 
| 
| 
'Þ 
| 


Firſt with Servetus, in the raging fire, 

| Or holy Huſs, a martyr I'll expire 

| Ere I to fleſh and blood will condeſcend mM 
In ſuperſtitious reverence to bend :- 240 4 
What theſe, 1 know not, of their Saviour deem, 
But this I know, his goodneſs was extreme. 
Th' adult'reſs he conſol'd with mercy ſweet, 
Nor kept her bluſhing beautics at his feet; 
And you, vile uſhers of the goſpel ſchool; 145 
Shall you pretend with arrogance to rule? 
What truth takes from you, ſhal! your 828 re- 


place? 
Ye idle troop! ye 1 novices in grace! — 
Shall I to you that high reſpe& afford, 
| Which was refus'd by 3 the rightful 
| Lord? 5 150 


- 
* 


Ceaſe to diſgrace your maſter, wretches ceaſe— 
®n Vernet, I ſee you ripe to ſpeak—But,—peace— $ 

Full well I know the inſtance, you would bring . 4 | 
"You mean to twit me with a mighty king „ 


. * We. 
* of * 4 0 x 2 * * 3 
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- As in the forum Cicero harang'd— „ 
Whoſe pointed turns, whoſe energy. Is 


The Civil War of Geneva. 8 


At St. Medard, Louis the debonair _ 155 
By thirty hang- dog prelates was laid bare, * | 


Who ſcourg'd away, *till majeſty grew faint 
But Louis was an aſs and not a ſaint—- 
In adark age this mumm'ry came from Rome, —— 


Here by a freeman it ſhall meet it's doom— 160 


p 44 


— 


Thus Robert ſpake, — ſworn foe to modern, 


H UNS— 


Geneva ſhouts at once in all her ſons— 


Not louder plaudits rent Heav'n's vaulted dome, | 


When formerly the gallant knights of Rome 


Clapp'd with their hands, with feet the pavement 
bang'd, - Pt: . | 165 


And the big words, that clos'd each thund'ring 
. F 

Stagger'd the villain, made the traitor Kart, 

And fill'd with rapture every patriot heart 170 


So, when of late the pit diſſol yd in mirth — 2 


Ti 0 ſee the 8 1 of Scottiſh birth— | 
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” z Civil War of Geno. 
By comic ſcenes the public render'd ſage, 


- Hiſs'd off the blockhead Freron * from the 


That pedant truly ſtil'd thro” all the place, 175 


A miſbegotten brat of Zoilus' race. 


* 
— 


And now fix hundred citizens proclaim 
With joyful voice, triumphant Covelic's famè — 
Him, happy victor of the prieſts they call, — 
Him, guardian of the common rights of all. 180 
Robert, and Kitty i in their arms they claſp,  _ 
And wiſh their paſtors in the hangman's graſp— 
As tyrants, who would make the people kneel, 
And cenſure love with more than hearts of Reel, 

| There is, e reader, in the town 1 85 
A ſenate, of no marvellous renown— - 

Or five and twenty heads. conſiſts the group— 3 

A moſt ingenious, ſclf-important . . | 


„This 8 at the firſt repreſentation of the co- 


medy called L Eſcoſſaiſe, or, the Scotch Woman.- He 


was houted by the audience through the whole play, and 
Aſterwards conducted home by che people in the fame 
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The Civil War of Geneva. 2 

Yet none in high eſteem the office hold, | 
For, though it gives them rank, it gives not 
gold — 190 
No pewder'd lacqueys on the members wait, 
Alone they walk, ſupporters of the ftate— 
Such were the Curii, Manlius ſuch waſt thou. 
Such the dictator ſummon'd from the plough— 


All that conſpires to make them fierce, and 


bo _ 
Is the vaſt penthouſe of a RE wig : 


That cov'ring neck, and ſhoulders like a ſack, * 
In copious ringlets falls adown the back 
Each buſh is garnifh'd with two equal ties, 


Emblem of juſtice, palpable, and-wiſe— 208” 


Stiff is their neck their venerable brow 
To neither ſide was ever ſeen to bow 

Sure proof of equity, ſure ſign of ſenſe— 
Happy the land where ſuch the laws diſpenſe— 


Fo this tribunal both the parties come, 205 
And plead with many a haw, and many a hum — 
Till with their clamour all the benches groan | 
And till, the more they talk, the leſs is known 


" . | 
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Theſe wreft the ſcriptures to ſupport their cauſe 


Thoſe found their plea in nature's genuine 


laws — 210 
LOR 50 each, his ſeveral arguments to back, 


Defames the other with abuſive clack. 


Chief of the CRY ſyndic of the year, 
Shone Peter Aenelin without a peer + 
Like Cato, ever ſteady to the right hs 21 5 
And thus nn the ſagacious Nee | 


My . — *twere eaſy to cloſe up the 
breach —/. i 
- Methinks—perſuaſion follows every ſpeech— 
Q Robert / /—eloquent i is thy diſcourſe— 7” 
Your' $ too, —moſt reverend clergy, — has its 
force 2 5 220 
So that I hold—the object! in diſpute— | 
To ſetile that—another time will ſuit— f 
For in effect. tis good to underſtand— f 
is right. to hear what's ſaid on either hand 
The church—is ſure the pillar of the ſtate— 225 
The people -juſtly have exceeding weight 
Corn is too dear—proviſions are too ſcarce— 


All hands to dinner—kneeling i is a farce, — 


Thus 


SOOT. IA 1 


So equable his words, ſo nicely weigh'd— 
Both ſides were flatter'd, neither was diſmay'd,— 


But © can the city from the church defend? 
At firſt, indeed, they talk, and bounce 2nd 


Where all muſt liſten with attention meek 3 
Thoꝰ vague his reaſons, yet ſhall be prevail 245 


The Civil Mar of Geneva, tz 


Thus ſpake the tuler in deciſive tone 
Themis herſelf the wiſe decree might own— 2 30 


War's bloody ſtandard is in haſte unfurl'd— 
O cruel war -O terror of the world! | 
Alas ! for Covelle, and his gentle mate= 238 


How, how will they avoid the ſtroke of fate? 
The citizens, tis true, their cauſe befriend. | 


T OAT —- 


. 


But Sunday comes, and valour is no more 249 


Bold at the tavern, timid.in the church WW... 
e they Il leave- our lovers i in the lur E 1 


Happy the 1 man, whoſe province is to peak 


If none may anſwer to his idle tale— | 
The time will come however to reply— | 
That's charming and, I truſt, the time is nigh, 


—_— 
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HEN fadtion ſplits a government in two, 
Adieu to pleaſure, and to peace adieu 
_Mirth and good humour now are at a ſtand, ' 
Love ſhakes his roſy wings, and flies the land ;— 
- Party's rough voice ſeems reaſon” s heav'nly 
, ä 8 6 
And wild "Mp ſeize on ev'ry brain. | 
Swift the contagion ſpreads from ſoul to foul,— 
Nor art the raging madneſs can controul.— 


At table thus a bacchanalian rout, 

Fluſter'd with wine, for brandy call about — , 10 
| More thirſty growing, as the more they ſwill, 
Quick paſs the bottles, quick the glaſſes fill, 

And each one glories in the drunken feaſt, 


NY make 5 INOS, * himſelf, a beaſt, 8 


The Civil Mar of Geneva. 15 


With arms divine our prieſts their foes aſſail, 15 
Anathemas now fly as thick as hail, — Es. 
Furious with pride they lift the heav'nly rod, 

And curſe the people in the name of God — 

Geneva mimics Rome, as monkeys men,— 

And proteſtants can thunder now, and then: — 20 

Le But Robert, and his gallant friends diſdain | 

Theſe idle cenſures, impotent, and vain— . 

Mankind grows wiſer—Monteſguieu is read — 

The church may claim our 8 not our 
: dread— : | | 

Reſon the fierce, and Cournois void of fear, 2 5 
Paillart the wealthy, and diſcreet Flaviere, ah 

Againſt the parſons form one common wiſh, 

— "RM ſend em all a preaching to the fiſh— 5 
Ba Twas ſoon agreed—thou Roſon firſt didſt ſeize 


The heavy Brognon, lifting him with eaſe 38, 
So, by the venomꝰ d robe Alcides ſtung, 


4 


4 


i From Ota s top unhappy Lycas flung. 
; . and incredible to tell 
Such pow'rs of gravity in Brognon dwell, 
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16 The Civil Nar of Geneva. 

That who but ventures to approach. his hide 35 

Inſtantly drops, benumb'd, and ſtupified * 

His touch arreſts the ſpirits in their courſe— 

Then, in the pulpit what muſt be his force ?— 
Not the Torpedo with more fatal aim | 
Darts palſy thro' the daring ſailor's frame — 46 | 
Poor Reſon ſleeps, thick vapours cloud his brain, 

And Paillart _ him, but he e in vain. 


Vet Brognon uffer d in the dire attack , 
He groans extended on hisample back“ « 
His frighted brethren loud for ſuccour yelp— 45 
Chriſtians, good Chri ians, wives, and daughters 
T 
At this tremendous call a num'rous bang 
With Saurin, and the pſalter in their hand, 
| Ruſhing from every garret, throng the fireet— * 
en, and deacons, curriers, maſons meet 50 | 
Lovers attend their ſweethearts—children ſquall— 
'They ſkip, they ſcream, -they bellow, one and 
The town is ſhook with fanciful alarms— 
Sti! grows the croud, they run, they fly to arms | 


"Twas 


0 La c 
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"Twas thought, for none the tumult cBubd ex- 
plain, | | 1 * 1 5 5 
That fatal day was now return'd again, 
When Savoy s troops (ho would not by the 
bye 
Be fond the ſame experiment to _ 
Bloody-thirſty, fix'd their ladders® to the wall, 
Reſotv'd /that all, but blooming maids, ſhould 
oma D o:Þ6 


„ 


Amidſt the uproar, Dolot ſoft, and ſage, 
Made ſigns, a patient hearing to engage · 
Apothecary 5 Dolor was, by trade, I min A 
By nature, ſomewhat. of a poet made RRP". 
Kindly by men of every rank receiv'd,— 65 
Philoſg Fr who yet in God believ' d— | | 
Of manners ſimple, evermore ſerene, 8 50 

So he might rhime, and fill a magazine 


A 3 
1 


Forwards he came No ſooner was it known, 
That Dolot offer d to addreſs the town, 70 


* 
* : 


The eſcalade of Geneva, rath Dec. 1682. 
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18 The Civil War ef Geneva. 


. But all Aa in a moment ceaſe - | 
Huſh'd is the madding mob, and all is peace. 'F 


| Whence this e e se, 0 tell me, 
2 6 whence 2— 

- You have been ever a men of ſenſe— - 
Alas ! theſe paſſionate emotions mean "74 
Some. ailment of the liver, or the ſpleen— | 

So holds of pharmacy the ſoy'reign prince, 
So Galen taught, and many others ſince— 
There is the haunt of paſſion—there it breeds, 
And the ſoul follows, where the body leads; 80 
Animal ſpirits, volatile, and gay, 
The peccant humour to the head convey— ; 
© Conſult we therefore Tronchin the renown'd, + | ; 
Greateſt ph yſician, that e'er trod the x found— | 
He o'er the foul ſhall pour the healing balm—8 HE. 
He, od this epidemic rage ſhall calm. 4 „ 


hilft thus * Dolet dad their liſt ning 4 
| Ears, | Y 
ol the great object of his CR SO 


AY s Sweeteſt 


2 
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VV !ueeteſt compoſure marks his front erect - 


His Roman noſe at once commands reſpet; go | 
Roſy his lips, and black his piercing eyes 
Few are his words, but all his words are wiſe 13 
Superior to the reſt his looks are ſeen, 0 = 
But goodneſs ſoftens his majeſtick mien—— * 
He goes to feel the pulſe of great, and ſmall, 95 | 

4 : Counſellors, clergy, . and all. 45 | 


Scarce had he laid his | Poem on a the part, + 
When, O the vanity of human art! 


The fever boils more fierce, freſh ravings 
ſpread, by 
| And ſeize with double fury « ev'ry bead: 100 | 
13 Thus on the banks of Rhone I've often ſtood. 
ö 5 5 And keen 2 gard'ner fence againſt the flood _ A 
2 In vain the roaring wave his work confounds, 1 
Breaks the barrier, and deluges the grounds 


Jaſmins, and pinks . off with ſtroke 


reer (nr, - i 105 

And melons, glory of the 8 year 4 

To this bold ſtream, that mocks th' ws = 
. dyke, _ "LS - 


Fs 5 citizens a are not 8 | 


* ; 


2 
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. -Againſt their kind phyſician they rebel, 


And give him to the very dev'l of hell 
Alas, we all. partake the bitter draught 


110 


Which our firſt mother in perverſeneſs quaff d 
Nay more ill ſpringing out of _ we find— 


Such is the fatal lot of humankind 


But the _ Trenchin yn the boiſt'rons 


Diſdaining to their ſenſeleſs whims to o ſtoop— 
in haſte to Paris flies, | 
And mingles with the witty, and the wife. 


Aſcends his coach, 


Geneva now to riot is a prey, 


troop 


One writes, 


And ſhame to truth, to charity diſgrace, 


Petitions, and-remonſtrances are brought— 
Each citizen runs mad. with anxious thought 


IJ To inſult, menaces, and wild diſmay— 
Houſes are ſplit, and families disjoin'd— 


115 


* . 
993 * 
Dy 


* 


another ſchemes, and all are 


. 
IF 1 
. 
* 


80 Zedekiah buffeted the cheek 7 I 
Ot good — prophet ju, and meek, 


| One preacher ſmites another on the face—. 


A. 


=o 


wk | 
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When the ſweet ſun with mild departing beams 
| Gladdens the vale, and bie the living 


ſtreams | Gs 130 

Whilſt Philomela warbles thro' the grove, | 

And all things breathe the breath of gentle 
love 

Who would ſuſpect, in ſuch a peaceful hour, : 

That cruel ſtorms were ready to devour i ; 

From whence proceed | they ?—Who in priſon | 


caſt — * 


The deſolation of the Northern blaſt— 
W 852 flept the thmpeſt ? — — What Pane 
pow r ? 5 


For orbade theangry « 1 to low! Fo 


What demon ſuddenly deforms the ſky 
Who lifts the billows of the deep on high ?—=140 


Tis all a myſt'ry—let the learned toil, q 
Their labour'd ſyſtems ſhall but force a ſmile — 


Thus without cauſe from peace to war they fly, 
Thus flames the city without! knowing why. 


A 


* 
* 
, 
7 
* 
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Sacred to Peter is a temple ſeen, „„ 


But Peter hates it, for a ſty's as clean — 


Hard by, upon an ancient wall is plac'd 

A pagan idol, half by time defac'd — 

Here demons to falſe oracles gave birth, _ 

Before the tribe of preachers ſwarm'd on 
; earth—= | 150 

And ſtill thro” ſuff rance a the pow'r divine, 

An evil ſpirit animates the ſhrine— 

For counſel here the Geneveſe approach, 

When by ill luck no ſermon is abroach— 5 

Inconſtancy her name hom ſtill we find 158 


Too hard for prudence i in the human mind— 


Perch'd on a vane, by ev 'ry tempeſt blown, 0% 
She ſits; at once her emblem, and her throne | 
An hundred butterflies in myſtic rows FE. 
Her gay fantaſtic diadem compoſe. i 160 
Her magic arts made Charles his crown reſig n, 5 % 
And bade Pope Fulius in the battle ſhine— 
_ She turn'dduke Amadeus + to a monk— . 
Then made him pope, then back to nothing ſunk ; 


8 The emperor Charles v. + Duke of Savoy. 


| Macarty's 


7 0 
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Macarty's * reconverſion was her work — 165 


And Bonneval + thro' her became a Turk 


England and France alike confeſs her pow'r 
To drive away the melancholy hour 


»Tis faid, her influence has in love been ſhown, 
If fo, the world is certainly her own. 170 


Grillet, ſo highly for his wit eſteem'd, 
Is a great votary of the goddeſs deem'd— 
Profound logician, who can ſophiſts maul, 
And laugh at Calvin, Thomas, and St. Paul, 


Of laſſes he has no great need I gueſs, 17 5 | 


But yet he likes them not a bit the leſs — 

And where they prove good humour'd, gay and 
ſmart, N 

Of pleaſure he would have them taught the art 


An Iriſh abbẽ, who borrowed 2000 livres of the au- 
thor of this grave poem, with which he went to Turkey, 


and got eircumciſed.- He afterwards returned to Chriſ- 
* and died at Liſbon. : 


9 - 
7 


+ Count Gs general of the imperial forces, afe 


terwards a Turkiſh baſſa by the name of Oſman, 


— 


— 


4 


Both 
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is 


* e — 
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Both ſexes he allows i in love to range, 
And faſhions, wine, and e to change. 180 


Such Gillt was, 10 8 addrefPg Fa 85 | 
: throng— __ | | 
My friends, when we are abſolutely. wrong, | 
Sound . holds this maxim up to light, 42 
Alter our meaſures, and we muſt be right— | 
He, who perſiſts in one miſtaken way, 188 
Shall but the further from his purpoſe ſtray— _ 
Variety and wiſdom are the ſame—- Ft ACTS: 
Who turns for ever ſometimes hits his aim 7 3 4 
Then to my goddeſs be your vows addreſt, | 
Be a ae, and be ſurely bleſt, — _ 190 . 


Theſe . gave pleaſu ure - to the fickle brood - * 

Grille perceiv'd it, and his Hroke purſu'd— 
If Rome to Fortune could a temple raiſe, 

Let us Inconſtancy, her ſiſter, praiſe— 

Follow me, friends He youy and man, aud | [ 

= hog, 3 1 

5 Maid, widow, r attended him with joy — 


* 


* 


1 3 i Before 


The Civil War of Geneva. 23 
| Before her altar, ſee, the people kneel, 
Yet move in circles like a chariot wheel 


| With them the ſportful goddeſs turns about, 
| And thus her ſolemn oracle gives out. 200 


Go, Robert Covelle, go, and ſeek John Fames— 
= Deareſt to me of all terreſtrial names; 
NMNigh to Neufebatel you will find my ſon, 

; There he keeps Eaſter purely out of fun- 


Tis he ſupports my everlaſting pow'r, 205 
He, to no purpoſe, changes every hour— | 
For, and againſt, he readily maintains, 

No modeſt bluſh his viſage ever ftaing— 

Vile operas, and vile muſic he indites— 


Flat nNoyolas ſtupid plays, the blundegęr i 
2 writes N : | VF: 13 4s 210 
| And then condemns, in execrable ftile, 

Plays, operas, novels, for abſurd, and vile— 
He tells you miracles are all a hum, : | 
| Yet thatat Venice, he himſelf did fome= | 
| He moſt exactly knows the worth of friends, 215 | 
He hugs them, and * for ever ſends z— 


— 
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D |  Ingratitude 
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Ingratitude is his ſupreme delight— 

He cannot bear a benefactor's fight— 

Such is the greatneſs of his ſoul, that ſhed 

The nobleſt favours on his wretched head, 220 


And he eſteems you for his deadly foe— 


You have oblig'd him, that's a mortal blow ;— 
His curriſh temper would a ſaint provoke— | 


He barks, and ſnarls, and bites you, if you 


ſtroke. 


But his religious whims exceed the 8 225 


Still doubtful, ſtill enquiring for the beſt, 
From faith to faith he hurries in a trice— 


| Thus, t6 my knowledge, he has acted thrice.— 


Go therefore, Robert, Kitty, faithful pair, 


To my Rouſſcau's abode with ſpeed repair— 230 


Ober the tranſparent lake direct your flight, 


And bring the hero to defend your right - 
For you my native love of ſtorms I force, 


And pray the ſea- gods to afſiſt your courſe— 
May Boreas ſleep, and Zephyr fill the ſail, 235 
Nor but with being your endearments fail 


: Such wiſhes to my lips indeed are ſtrange, Fe | 


But ſee, my nature, for your ſake, I change 


One 


I, who am fickleneſs itſelf, proclaim ; 
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One happy couple to each other true, 
W hoſe pleafures may remain for ever 0 240 
Within my kingdom I reſolve to hold, 
That all men may the novelty bchold— 
This rare example of a laſting flame, 
Nor think, th' increaſe of conſtancy I dread 245 
No fear fo ſtrange a malady ſhould ſpread 
I can go on diſpenſing with my laws, 
Without the ſmalleſt damage to the cauſe 
At my ſupremaey, who dares to glance 
Im a right pope, my Fatican's in Franc 2:50 
The goddeſs ſpake—and bleſs'd her favour'd pair 
With joyful ſhouts the people rend the air, 


At this concluſion of the voice divine, 


Robert and Kitty bow before the ſhrine— - 
Let ceas'd they not to dart the melting 


ki, | 255 


| Carefling till, renewing ſtill their bliſs ;— 


To ſee them thus in cloſe embraces ſtrain, 
 Stopt, for-a moment, the revolving vane 


2 
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Now Covelle, and his mate the ſkiff aſcend, 
Whom an whole people to the ſhore attend—260 
Swift flies the veſlel thro? the yielding tide, 
- Its courſe the Loves, and playful Zephyrs guide— 
Waving their ſilken wings they ſwell the ſail, 
8 And fan the lovers with a gentle gale.— 
Thus o'er the main, whoſe ſurface ſeem'd to 
N 265 


| ſmile, | | | : 
Venus and Mars approach'd the Cyprian iſle— 
With Amphitrite thus in am'rous mood, 
: Great Nereus dallied on the azure flood. £ 


& S * 


CAN TO n.. 


HIL S T on the boſom of the ſilver 
lake, | 

Their paſſage Robert, and his miſtreſs take, 
Taſting that ſweet enchantment of the mind, 
Which ſprings from ſoft deſire and love reſinꝰd 
Whilſt both the ſylvan and the dryad race 5 
With the ſwift bark on ſhore kept equal pace 
Whilſt Proteus, and the water nymphs aftoat, 

In crouds afſembled, ſwam around the boat; 


And Tritons wanton'd with the Naiads fair, 


In imitation of the matchlefs pair _ 10 


Wbat was become of this John James abe, 
To whom our lovers were enjoin'd to go? 


| Amidft A ME ” RE” rightly nam 'd, 


Riſes a mount, Where winter dwells untam — 


Above 
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Above the clouds its lofty ſummits ſwell, 13 

And its ſoundations reach the pit of hell 

Here in a cave of wild and diſmal hae, 

Which never yet the eye of day might view, 

Stands the dark palace of that wretch Rouſſeau, 

To all mankind an unrelenting foe :— 20 

Here lives the man by gloomy fiends poſſeſs'd 

With not a ſpark of goodneſs in his breaſt 

Stiff with o'erbearing pride the world he flies, 

Devour'd with gall, he hates to ſee the ſkies— - 

Yet wond'rous to relate, his ſavage heart 25 

Of love's ſweet deity has felt the dart— 

| To cheer his lonely hours, the hideous elf 

Has found a partner, worthy of himfelf— 

Still with the great baboon is ſeen to tag 

A moſt infernal, horrible, old hag— _ 30 

Sbould you perceive them arm in arm entwin'd, 

You'd ſwear twas Charon to Alecto join'd— 

The band that knits their fouls in mutual love | 

Is hate of all things human, and above. 

When in the midſt of black tempeſtuous 
night, 35 

Theſe ſharp-bon'd, ſcraggy carcaſes unĩte; 8 


4 


a | 5 Think 
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| Think not their raptures from enjoyment flow, 
They feel no pleaſure but in cauſing woe. 


Juſt at the period we deſcrib'd before, 
When the young W ; left their native 
ore, 40 
Vaabines (for ſo we name this i imp of hell) 
Was meditating miſchief dark, and fell— 
Thunder, and hail the witch contriv'd to form 
And at Geneva to direct the ſtorm.— | [ 
Thus in mid air all-furious Juno ſtood 45 
| Blacken'd the ſky, and blanch'd the any : 
Sf: 
In ſpite of fate, reſolving to deſtroy 
 &neas, and the poor remains of Troy. 
Rouſſeau, who then reclin'd his ſandy pate 
On the lank dugs of his infernal mate, 56 
Exhorts the ſorc'reſs to aſſault the town, 73 
And his own little commonwealth to drown— _ 


* 8 name is Vacheur.—frem whence 1 author took 
he name of ANY Yachine, 3 
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| Why tothe city bears he ſuch a ſpite? 
Becauſe it once found favour in his ſight. 


Soon as the harpy rais'd her hideous ſquall, 55 
Stern Boreas eager to obey her call, | 
With flakes of ice, and cruel guſts of ſnow, 


From Scythia's boiſt rous clime began to blow 


The gloomy Gnomes in earth's dark womb con- 
meg at 

Where ſulphur and bitumen are refin'd, 60 

From the deep caverns of the globe emit 

Strange vapours kindled in the fiery pit 

The air is ſhook, the lofty mountains groan, 

Wind, hail, and thunder all unite in one— 


| Fled is the day before the tempeſt's force, 65 
| The frighted Rhone runs backward to his 


ſource 


Foam the wild billows with ungovern'd roar, 15 


And miſerable wrecks beſtrew the ſhore— 
| High-tow ring pines, the > oe of many an 
age | 


Smit with the blaſt of clemental rage, - 70 
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Heav'd from their deep foundations yield to fate, 
And cruſh the trav'ller with enormous weight— 
Darts the blue light'ning, flaſh ſucceeding flaſh, 
And rives the barren rocks with horrid craſh— 
Or melts the bells within the lofty ſpire— 75 
Such is the cuſtom of ethereal fire 
.On churches moft its dreaded fury falls, 

80 much the care of heav'n thoſe holy walls 


. Vp to the clouds, whence bellowing thunders : 
.. he 1 
Down to the gaping bottom of the lake, 8& 
Toſt are our lovers in diſtreſsful , 
And death each moment ſtares them in the face 
Vet neither fears, but for the other's fate, | 
' Kitty for Covelle, Covelle for his Kate-—"_ 
Ye pow'rs, who o'er the rites of love preſide, 8g 
Save, ſave my fair, diſtracted Robert cried _ 
Fe friendly Cupids ftop this fatal chink— 
Pump out the waters, Zephyr, or we ſink 
Help, help !—He ſpake—and all the airy train, 
Lent their aſſiſtance, but, Al's in vain- 90 


For 


24  TheCivilWar of Geneva. 
\ For le! the north-wind with redoubled blaſt,, 
On her broadſide the lab'ring veſſel caft— 
The fails. hang looſe in air, the maſts are broke 
Thefaithleſs rudder ſhivers with the ſtroxe 
Starts the ſhock'd e ee planks di 


| 7 vide, 95 ; 
Down ſinks the EY beneath the foaming 
tide— 


In this diſtreſs the nymph, with arms outſpread, 
Felt for her hero in the wat” ry bed— 
Drench'd by the fling flood, ſhe 400-4 
frame 
The pleaſing accents of 1 r ann. 100 
Half the ſweet word her ſtruggling lips expreſs'd— 
The waves forbade her to pronounce: the reſt.— 
| He heard but could not ſee her beauteous form, 
Such was the darkneſs of the dreadful ſtorm— 
But ſoon the lightning's momentary glare 05 
Gave the bold Robert to approach his fair— 
4 Gave him to view the damſel's helpleſs charms, ' 


| Her 9 . 


Her 
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Her boſom, whiter than the ſnows of heav*n, 
All at the mercy of the tempeſt drivin.— 110 
Whilſt thus ſhe lay, well nigh” depriv'd of 
breath, 5 
He came to ſnatch her from the jaws of death 
With vig'rous arm he ſwam with ample breaſt \ 
Thro' the wild fury of the ſurge he preſs'd— 
Tho' oft repuls'd, to yield he ſtill denies— 115 
| Plung'd in the deep, he yet contrives to riſe—- 
Loſing his force, his courage he retains, 0 
Til with his lovely charge the beach he gains. 


Thus far he conquer d Nature could no 
Lifelefshe fell with Kitty-on the ſhore—= 120 
In crouds the people to their ſuccour haſte, 
A ſet of men with no politeneſs grac'd— 

Poor, but, amidſt their poverty, humane 
Like other Chriſtians rather fond of gain — 
Vet, by no means, to charity averſe, | 125 
| Provided, it extends not to the purſ— : 


56 The Civil War of Geneva. 

With theſe there came an Aſculapian man, 
Bonnet * the wiſe phyſician of Lauſanne, — 
Bonnet moſt ſkilful of the healing tribe, E 
Who to the lame can exerciſe preſcribe— 120 
Who the great Haller's maxim loves to quote, ; 
5 "Good wine to water is an antidute.” 


#51 


Alt the bare mention of the cordial cup 
Covelle awoke, and took a plenteous ſup—. | 
Charm'd with his doctor's pattern, and ad- 

ein beg „ WIE 
He help'd to quaff two bottles i in a trice, — 
Bleſſed potation !—ſee him ſtraight reſume, 


His youthful vigour, and unequall'd bloom— 


But ah! poor Kitty could not drink—in vain 


Were the kind efforts of her tender fwain — 14 
She's poilon'd with the water, Bonnet cries— 

Gays Robert, if * cannot Grey ſhe dies— 

i. He is lately dead. It muſt be n that he loved 
kis bottle, but this did not hurt his pradtice.---He was 
fill more famous for his bon mots than for his phy- 
Her 
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He ſwoons, recovers, fills with ſhrieks the air, 
And ſwoons again upon her boſom fair 

Then with the ardour of a cloſe embrace 145 


Life's genial warmth endeavours to replace 
Ihen bathes with tears the object of his love, 


And often fancies he can ſee her move 

But vain the hope of ſuch tranſcendent bliſs, 
The nymph replies not to his burning kiſs— 150 
Mercy upon us! the good dockor ſaid, 

If kifles will not fetch her from the dead— 

Alas ! cries Covelle, if it muft be fo, 

All, all is over, after her I go 

Then to the ground he falls eternal fleep 155 
O'er his bright eyes already ſeems to creep. _ 


# 


Juſt at this moment, from the cavern drear, 
Attended by his hag, Rouſſeau drew near 

He came, vile monſter of unſeeling Beat 

To view the havoc of his murd'rous art = 160 
There ſaw he Robert, ſtretch'd upon the ſand, 
Who, wild'y Nr ol preſs'd his charmer's 


hand— 


E What 


. 
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What art thou doing, friend ? he ſternly ade 
What am I doing? the poor lad replied, 
Thou ſeeſt a wretch by dire misfortune ſunk, 165 | 
One with deſpair, and beaſtly liquor drunk ; 


Kitty's no more—and do I live to tell 
The ſhocking tale ?—T follow her, Farewell. 


Art thou a madman, trait rejoins Rouſſeau— 
Haſt thou a ſoul fo infamouſly low ?= 170 


Can thy mean ſpirit for a woman mourn ? 

For ſhame to wiſdom, to thyſelf return— 
No weak compaſſion feels the truly wiſe, 

He tow'rs ſuperior to the deareſt ties h 
Like to a god, ſhut up in ſelf alone, 155 
To him each tender paſſion i is unknown 5 
Contempt of others is his only joy, 

And his own merits all his thoughts employ 
Thou ſee'ſt Vachine, the partner of my breaſt, 


To whom my vows have ever been addreſs'd, 180 


Was I this moment to behold the witch, 
Stretch'd on a dunghill, groaning in a ditch, 


Nay, dying with accumulated pain, 
Still my calm v:rtue ſhould her poſt maintain— 


LY 
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I would not ſtir a ſingle ſtep to ſave 185 
Her ſoul from hell, her body from the grave 
Such is the temper of a right Roufſeau— 
His flinty heart ne'er melts at human woe 
None of his ſtamp may ever condeſcend 
To prove an huſband, father, kinſman, 

friend : 1 190 


In ſhort, he holds it an eternal rule, 


That cvery ſon of pity is a fool. 


All this, ſaid Robert, is exceeding fine, 
But ſtill for me the doctrineꝰs too divine— 


Ion myſelf a man own, my heart 195 2 


In every human weakneſs bears a part 
Allow me then my tenderneſs to keep, 
Let me, tis all my N let me weep.— 


Wbug thus he ſpake; there happen 'd to ap- 
proach 

A peer of England in his trav'lling RE RL 208 

Who ſeem'd, God help him, eaten up with 

| gloom, | | ds 

Merely becauſe he was away from hame— 


E 2 Let 


40 - The Civil War of Geneva, 

Yet he had with him a delightful wench, 

Hounds for the chace, and punch his cares ta 
drench— 


He, and his dogs were of no little fame 205 
Thro' all the land—Lord A—b—n his name. 


He look'd, and ſaw a body on the ground, 

A man lamenting, and the mob around— 

W hat is the matter, he demands aloud ?— 

A woman's dead, my lord, reply the croud— 210 

(And faith, was too much like it, you'd have 
thought, 

The grave was digging, and the coffin brought) 

Quoth Bonnet, Ev'ry med' cine we have tried, 

Kiſſes, and wine have been in vain applied 

Nothing would do—her time was come, poor 
- Tlais ! | 5 215 

E'en let us bury her, and take our glas 

Is ſhe a Geneveſe, his lordſhip cried ? 

She is, ſaid Covelle— Well then, ſtand aſide 

Swift at the word he leap'd upon the ſtrand, 

Puſh'd thro' the preſs, and ſeiz d her by the 


hand— | 2.20 


Gave 
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Gave her a purſe, that held an hundred pound, | 
The nobleſt cordial, that on earth is found 
Sudden ſhe grafp'd it cloſe, and op'd her eyes, 
With loud huzzas the people rent the ſkies— 
Bonnet ſo rich a. ſecret never held— 225 


The witch confefs'd her magic arts excell'd 
And, ſpite of all his tricks, Rouſſeau agreed, 


He n&er perform'd ſo wonderful a deed. 


His lordſhip ſmil'd— Joy turn'd our lover's 


head, 
He thought himſelf was riſen from the 


| dead : 230 
Then to the city all with ſpeed repair, | 
The pleaſures of the civil war to ſhare. 


[ay 


3 
| 
| 
ö 

[t 


rr 


| () UR trav'lers now went chatting o'er the 


plain, 


Each in good hope his fav'rite point to gain 
Bonnet to tip ple, and John James to write, 

Kitty to love, the hag to vent her ſpite - 
Robert againſt the prieſts to ſhow his ſkill, 1 4 : 
To kiſs at pleaſure, and to eat at will — 
In friendly chit chat characters are ſeen— 
Now, ſays his lordſhip, I have done with 

ſpleen— | 

The French came hither but the other night, 
There will be fighting, that is my delight— 10 
To me, and to my dogs, moſt glorions fun! 

I ſhall produce my double-barrel'd gun — __ 

What charming ſports to Engliſhmen are theſe,, 

Tu head the army of the Geneveſe ! = 


Whilt | 
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Whilſt thus he ſpake, the 3 Fame drew 
near, IS 
Three different erampets in ber oraſp appear— 
One blows a falſe and one a doubtful blaſt, 
And Truth in whiſpers iſſues from the laſt ; 
For Oh! how little heard this ſacred ſound 
Still is it ſought for, rarely is it found 20 
Hated by ſome, by many more deſpis'd, 
By few, alas] and thoſe, how vaigly priz'd !— . 
From Liege, attendant on the goddeſs eme 
A reverend dreamer, (you'll excuſe his name,) 
He march'd her uſher with a ſolemn pride, 25 
And Falſhood ſtuck like birdlime to his ſide 
Old time was ſeen among the motley band, 
The ſeythe, and hour-glaſs in his trembling. 
hand, | 
Bent was his back, his heavy wings were ſpread, 
Beneath them Truth conceal'd her radiant - 
head— 30 
Fame on the matchleſs maid ſcarce turns her eyes 
But full of confidence before her flies. 


Jong 


_”: 


— 


- 
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What news, dear madam, does the town 
afford, 
Demands the peer? — A packet, good my wel 
Geneva glitters with refulgent ſteel—= _ 35 


I ſaw De Luc with patriotic zeal n 


Inflaming every ſoul to deeds of ire, 


And lo! four ſyndics+ at his word expire 


Both Verne, f and Vernet join the mad'ning rout, 


Blood, mix'd with ink, they ſcatter all 
; about— {2 „ al 


Wich equal zeal, tho' different pow'rs of 


ſpeech, | 
Both to the city cruel diſcord preach— 


*. De Luc, of one of the moſt ancient families in the 


_— was the Paoli of Geneva, 5 \ 


* + The citizens inſiſted upon turning ds ſyndics out of 
their office. 


1 Verne, a clergyman of an improved underſtanding, 
and very amiable---He was of great ſervice in bringing 


about the pacification---Fame, acting up to her character, 


here ſays, what is directly oppolite to truth, 


In 
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In Paris thus of old, ſore rag'd the fray, 
When troops of fryars, white, black, dun, and 


Srey, | 
Arm'd at all points with _— ſword, and 
ſhield, | 45 


| Led the deluded people to the field, 

Great Henry from his throne to chaſe away, 
Fav'rite alike of Mars, and fair D' Etree, 
Nobleſt, and lovelieſt of the human race 


Covelle himſelf to Henry muſt give place 50 

Calvin and Beza burſt the ſilent tomb, 

Glad to contribute to their country's doom 

Like the hoarſe thunder ſounds their voice on 
high, 

And perfecution is the general cry 

Satan draws out the cannon from the wall, 5s 

A band of furies haſten to his call © 


_ 


Methinks, already I can hear them roar, 


| Down goes the church, Geneva is no more. 


Good, cries the hag, redouble we our ſpeed— 
Our pray'r is granted, we ſhall ſee them bleed 
And yet, my thirſt of carnage would remain, 
Tho! every ſoul was number'd with the lain. 


Now 


— 
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Now at the ramparts were the troop arriv'd, 
Sad bungling ramparts, weak, and ill-contriv'd— 
They enter, they go on, they look around— 65 
But all things breath'd tranquility profound— 
For the loud cannon's terror-giving' call, 
The ſprightly fiddle ſummon'd to the ball— _ 
No Haughter'd men were ſound— But, in their 

meead,  - i 

Pidgeons, and pullets, bs rabbits bled ag 


And in the taverns, many a hundred brace. . 
Of ole partridges the larders grace. 


7 Wy lord, with vaſt aſtoniſhment of foul, 25 
i Runs to the tavern to explore the whole 5 
Scarce had he enter'd, when an actreſs fair 75 
Accoſts him with a tender, modeſt air 35 
Invites him to the play — juſt heaven, how 
ſtrange 
All this! he utters — - Whence en the 
' change ?— 
Our ſoft-tongue'd Zara thus whh gracious mile, 
Addreſs'd his lordſhip, ogling him the 
while - . * 4 


Know 


— _—_ ͤ ———. . — = = 
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| Know you not then the reaſon of the peace ?— 

A French Meaec:nas bids our troubles ceaſe— 

To this unhappy town his favours reach— 
He knows, to dance is better than to preach— 

A generous warrior * comes at his command 85 
Kind meſſenger of peace to bleſs the land 
Thanks to his mediation, diſcord flies 
A thouſand pleaſures at his bidding riſe 
Whilſt Vernet, dreading to be made a joke, 
Hides - his old head within. his old black 

cloak : 90 
And to commemorate the great event, 
To- night Moliere's Tartuffe we repreſent, 


Tartuffe No play can better ſuit my taſte, 
I'll fly to fee it, ſaid the peer in haſte 

All hypocrites are odious in my ſight 95 
Ves, we'll be merry at their coſt to-night— 
Come, Bonnet, Covelle, and my lovely Kate, 


F John James, and you Vachine, his peerleſs mate 


* The Chevalier de Beauteville, ambaſſador in gwWit⸗ 
zerland, lieutenant general of the armies of France 
He contributed more than any one to the taking of Ber- 
gen- op- zoom, | 


* 


Di 
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Diſpatch your food, adozen bumpers quaff, 
And let us run at holy cheats to laugh, 100 
At this diſcourſe, pronounc'd in cheerful 

mood, 
Rouſſeau with anger pale, and penſive * 
His ugly face was cover'd with deſpair, 
(So looks a banker's diſappointed heir, 
Who ſees his aged fire to health reſtor'd, 105 
And his hopes ruin'd to poſſeſs the hoard, ) 
Puſh'd by his evil genius, ſtrait he went 
To find out Brognon with a dire intent 
When found, he took him privately aſide, 
Gnaſh'd his indignant teeth, and growling | 
Eried'z | 110 


Thou art a knave— I hate thee and abhor— p 
With me thou wageſt everlaſting war - 
Beyond the grave our enmity extends, 

But let our common danger make us friends / 
All is undone - Geneva wakes to mirth— 115 


What wor ſe could happen to us both on earth? 


Vernet has (till a colt's tooth in his head — 


To join the foe he'll eaſily be led 


Faith, 


— 


Faith, we are finely fobbꝰ d to-night Tartufſz, 

And Mabomet to-morrow, ſure enough——— 120 

Our turn is next—alas! the Geneveſe 

Wil loſe their favage manners by degrees 

They will grow better, as they grow polite, — 
They'll love each other—fhall we bear the fight? 

| Firſt, let us burn the Play-houſe to the 


ground, | I 


Ere love ſhall ſpring, and amity abound— 

Vile Chevalier, in vain thou trieſt thy kill, 
The town with innocent delights to fill, 

In vain the temple thou haſt built of j joy, 

We to the bottom will the work deftroy— 130 
Yes, let us foar upon the wings of fame, 

And imitate the bold £pbeflan®*. name— | 

1 know thy daring ſoul ambition fires, 25 


The glorious, and the great thy breaſt infpires : 


Come then, my N join thy. friendly | 
hand —- I3 5 


To * in ſecret we'll Y prepare the brand 8 


tee. . ft b. tothe tangle of s ie 


Wight be handed down: to 3 


8 Epheſus, that his nar 


_ 


— — CR 


Fiereelt materials of avenging dame, 85 
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Let fools accuſe us of inhuman rage, Ta 111 
All things are equal to the truly ſage— ' : 
Virtue is nonſenſe—nothing is a crime _. 
To build is noble, to deſtroy ſublime—= 140 


* 


> * 


Then let the theatre, and actors fall, 


5 Spedtators, and ambaſſador, and all. ol Taz:t+ 


4 With 17 awe the ſtu pid She hears, 


And thinks an angel to his ſight appears,— 
That angel. ho aol found the blaſt, of 


dread, * v1 oft 


* 71 


And force the grave to @ render back her . 


— b * £ 
5 FR c 0 4 f 


This curſed ſcheme. 3 
Pacbine i is ſent for to diſplay herſkill= 


As Bacchus 0 er the mirthful hour preſides, 
1 myſteries of love as Venus guides 5 2 1 50 
80 to Vachine the office we allot 8 „ 
Of filent miſchief to mature the plot. Y | 
She comes, ſhe comes—her crooked tal ons mix, 
(Her talons mangled by the dogs of Sox.) 


[ ' * 


15 


Combuſtibles of every ſort, and name 
ä She 


% 
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She works, compounds, and forms a deadly ball, ö 
Enough to burn Heay'n's adamantine wall _ 
And further Kill to ſpread the fiery lakes, 
Heaps of new -pamphlets + lo! the ſorc'refs 
rakes— 5 . : 160 
( The place I cannot decently expreſs 9 
F rom whence the took them—Let the reader 
gueſs—-) | 10 
Brunet's dull rhimes, no ſooner born, chan dead, 
Long paſt'ral charges, never to be read 
And Bletrie's T. acitus, performance vile, 165 
Mixture of courtly, and pedantic flile— 3 5 
And am'sous ſongs, and journals of divines, | N 
And Chiniac's wretched, plagiary lines, | 


And forty « comments on the canon laws, 
She ſcrapes together with her helliſh claws. | 270 


Once! in ehe HAS of flax this rubbiſh grew, 
Soon turn'd to linnen by the weaving crew 
Then chang'd to paper by the whirling mill, 

Its fides an hundred fools with nonſenſe fill | 
In fumes at laſt aſcending; 10] it burns, . 175 
And thus to ſmoke, like human glory turn 
5 | | Id 


» 
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So all nee 57's; 
Wit, * virtue, riches, all are meke 
And recollection ſhews us every hut 
The guif of time ſtill * to n | 180 


The W now the lighted match at 


Beneath the houſe, with eircumſpection ſly— 


Then, fearful to be ſeen, retire aloof, - 
Of their contrivance to behold the proof . 
Smooth'd are their wrinkled forcheads with de- 
— - 185 
As the flame riſes awful to the fight— | "ION 
Already thro” the rotten roof it ſprings, 
Hapleſs abode of ſceptre-bearing kings— : 
It ſpreads—the winds aſſiſt its growing rage - 
Confuſion ſeizes on the frighted ſtage— 190 
Forth ruſhing thro? the doors, a frighted eroud 
Scorch'd by the heat, for fuccour cry aloud— 
John James grins horribly to view the blaze, 


With eyes and hands uplifted, Brognon prays— 


Thus Chalcas, and the traitor Sinon joy d, 195 | 


13 When by their guile neous: Ilum was deſtroy'd— 


ue Playhouſe was ſet on fire, the $th of February, 
ao ES 8 
CL When 
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When the walls tumbled on the ſmoaking _ 
Which * 0 11 N in vain.— 2 


'O manager, by. luckles ſtars * d, MT 
Poor Ran mond,* moregen rous far than ſhrewd, 200 
How is thy ruin in a moment come? 1 
Was it for thee to hazard ſuch a ſum?— 
What could induce thee, i in a land of ſpite, 
To ſtock this noble ſtorehouſe of delight— — 
Lo! the great Oroſmanes rich attire, _ 205 
And veſts imperial are a prey to fire 
Roxand's toilet, ſce, the flames conſume, 
And all the pompous ornaments of Rome— 
Such the reward of thy unwearied pain 5 ig 
Wilt thou to Calvin 8 ſollowers complain? ? 210 
Or to the tit'lar biſhop of the town — 5 
Alas! he ſcarce can miſter half a crown 
Where can'ſt thou YEP to hide thy e 

head ?— 5 
85 will Pity 2 few will * 


— 


V'Mir. 22 manager of the Theatre at en 
one of che wortkieſt men in the en, "on near forty 


| Ubuſand Francs by this fire 7 OD 
| F 3 ER... . 


% 


7 he Col Wie of Gente, 
Of every ſchemer ſuch the common lot, 25 5 
By years of labour poverty is got— _ 3 

- Who ſerves the public ſhall have cauſe to own, 
He ſerves a maſter with an heart of ſtone— 
Soldier, and poet, commentator, play'r, 

Alike the pangs of diſappointment ſhare 220 
Happy the man, who far from publick noife, 

In bre his bottle, and his is gin enjoys; 5 ; 


— 


AE | 1 
ren, *. 
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) heav'n, rejoicing at the dire event, 
Infinite® thanks the minifters preſent— 
Nv think, in this they act a double part— 

A ſtiff- neck d prieft is always glad at heart, 
When thoſe amuſements, which hereckons vain, 5 
Are taken from the hity profane 
ns * what enfued? More rife diſorders grew, 
| Better than ſermons plays inſtrutt mankind, 
And paige ap ſocial virtues on the mind— 10 | 
Tü for this reaſon, in the eloiſter d cell bes 
That diſcord evermore delights to dwelt, 


WS. Ae bunt wth awe n 
ing repe dd it twenty times in a ſermes, one of N rela- 
tions faid to him, I return you be thanks for having 
| mace an end of your diſbout, 


— 


Both 


56 
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Both parties, furious with augmented ſpite, 
For want of other bus neſs, ruſh to fight — 5 


Deaf to the envoy's reconciling voice, 15 
War! is the gen ' ral cry, the gen'ral choice — : 


A thouſand watch-makers* whoſe dext'rous art 


Can different motions to the hands impart, 


O'er num'rous wheels can bid the ſpring preſide, 


And all the various parts of time divide, ba ;20 
Now drooping, from their uſeful labours ceaſe=— 
Rumours | preyail, a anxieties increaſe— 1 


* * 


All i in their ſenſes feel a dreadful ſhock— 0 


— 


F rantic, they know not what it is 0 clock Kur 
The fole employment, which the town affords, 25 


Conſiſts in farbiſhing their ruſty ſwords— - 


Or elſe, old muſquetry they 16ad, and prime, 
With locks, ha!f-broken by the hand of time 


= 3 — . 


» Gearod has a trade i in = 5 thas brings. in 5 
more than à million of livres---Watch-makers ought not 


he ranked amongſt ordinary artiſts- According to the 


author of the age of Louis XIV. they ſhould be ſti led prac- 5 
tical naturaliſts-»-The Grahams,:and Le Rois, were held in 


; high efteem---And the preſent Mr. Le Roi is one of the 
5 moſt &ilful mechanics in Europe Great mechanics are to 


kwple mathematicians, wie en poet is 98 gamma» 


That 


DIE 
g That iron 3 in 1 found, 
Whoſe province is to turn the meat around, 30 
Its office chang'd, become a deadly ſpear, 
Dazzles the fight, and chills the ſoul with fear 
So doughtily it looks, ſo ſharp its point, 
The man, who wields it, trembles every joint, 


O © time of dearth! O miſerable day! 35 
Baulk'd are the artiſts both of work, and pay— 
Deſp'rate with hunger they proceed to blows, 
| Invoking death to terminate their woes 
Yet here but late, had induſtry abode, 
Here opulence in ſtreams abundant Rlow'd-— 40 
Parent of plenty, labour here tock pains 
To ſcatter bleflings on the happy plains: 
But famine now with ſkin of fallow dye, | 
With ſpindle-ſhanks, lang teeth, and haygard eye, 
: Shabbily dreſt in many colour's rag, 45 
From houſe to houſe her wretched WER 
Her progreſs, dreadful as the ſtroke of fate, 
\ . F n _ * mark'd, and wiſely hut his * 
"I aA French refugee, who, by his honeſt induſtry, has 
| gained a fortune of more than two millions of livres--The 
18 | | xicheſt 


„„ 
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John James the while, and his ador'd Vachine, % 
The handſome celle, and his lovely queen, 50 
With jovial Bonnet feaſted all the day, 
And drank, the publick ſorrow to allay— 
My good lord anſwer'd for the tavern ſcore— 
A croud of indigents ſurround. the door 
The peer to rid him of the clam'rous crew,' +/ 55 
Handfuls of money from the window threw-— 
A ſecret, that to prieſts ſeems wond'rous frag | 
But gold, alas! evaporates in change— : 
Short ſuccour charity affords to need— 
Twice every day a mortal man W 64 
*Tis a fine thing to march in rank, in file 9 1 
But ſtill twere proper, that the pot ſhould boil. 


on 


= 
- 


richeſt families i in b are of the ſame . 
children of Monſieur Her wart, comptroller general of the 
nnances under cardinal Mazarin, retired into Switzerland, 
and Gema with large ſums of money at the revocation 
of the edit of Nantæ---Holland and England are full of 
French families, who brought their country manufactures 


with them, and have made great fortunes, of which France 
has been deprived-L Many of theſe would doubtleſs return 


with their wealth, if liberty of conſcience was eſtabliſhed : 
In France as it tle 1 Germany, England, Holland, Ruſſe and 


n 2 
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2 Tis done, tis done —inexorable fate * 
Threatens with ruin the devoted ftate— - 
Geneva's ſor reign⸗ and magnific lords 2 ot 
Are almoſt bound i in flav'ry's rigid cords— 
In former times thus Athens ſunk to ſhame, 

So fell the Tyrian, and the Punic name— — 
Sv Greece, who led her thouſands to the fight, 
Became a deſart, ſhocking to the fight= - 70 
Thus Nome + was taken in St. Peter's net - 
; Thus St. Marinot, was of late beſet— 
But why purſue the melancholy thought Po 
Alas! the world itſelf muſt coine to nought— 


* When the citizens are N the chief Syndic _ 
dreſſes them i * this Ee * Sovereign yo * 
„ L t 


+ Men 4 este are farprized that Cordeliers, and 
Domunicans, ſhould reign over the poſterity of the Scipios. 


- +40 Cardinal Alberoni having faiſed in his endeavonrs to 
| embroil Europe, tried to deſtroy the republic of St. Marino 
in 1739- St. Marino is a little city ſituated upon one of 

the Appennine mountains, between Urbino and Rimini--- 

It formerly conquered a mill; but fearing the fate of Rome, 

reſtored i it, and remained quiet and happy---This petty 

ftate has deſerved to keep its liberty, and has given an n. 

2 n G | 


bo 5 — PEAY >” 
God of our fathers, PA 116 . 
Save this poor people, and retard their end. WY 


No berge of @aſery- rac the Wing Roca. 
Gan the ſtaid rulers of the council form— 
Mild Peter Agnelin reſigns his charge— | f 3 
The ſtate without a pilot floats at large. | 8 
An, when auch plan of human wiſdom fail, 
6 The force of . prevails”. 8 


| Cramer, whoſe _ RS "y many times, 
With the vaſt burthen of my num' rous rhimes— 
Whoſe warehouſe yet a load of traſh retains, 8: 5 


* Spun from: the produce of my fertile brains | ws 


Who, th — still frequents the fair, 
8 1 fay,. belov'd 5 7 the — 


Penſive, by chance, Was, l vp, "oh 
down — * | 

Surchargd wid ro for the common wel 

Lifeleſs his'purſe, but all alive his zel, 


| He ſought for means to fave his natiye 9 4 
| And e. atm rain he aun 


My * * 
es # = $3 2 * 47 hilt 
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Whilſt ſuch anxieties his mind employ, 95 
He looks, and ſees a family of joy 
Huſband, and brother, wife, and daughter fill 
The cheerful window—And their name, Oudrille— 
The lady ſings, and all in chorus join, | 
And near them a buffet of gen'rous wine— -10b 
Friend Cramer, as might eaſily be gueſs' d, 
Of wine and muſic is a judge 3 | 
He enters, takes a glaſs, and drinks their health | 
And wanders at their vaſt diſplay of wealth— 
With cary'd work is the cieling richly grac'd, 105 
Superb the hangings—Every thing in tafte— 
I think, ſaid he, and as he ſpake, he ſmil'd, 
Good neighbour, you are fortune's fav'rite child 
Permit me to be frank—Some years ago. 
But one poor room the family could ow I 10 
No wine delicious on the board appear'd, 
No fong melodious from your lips was heard. 
For God's ſake therefore to your friend expoſe, 
From whence this ſudden e aroſe. 


e this the lady of the houſe l =] 115 
Long time indeed in poverty.) we figh'd— 

I, with my huſband, he, with all his kin 

7 n fierce . tyyas law, that made us thin 

| G6 . -  - "_ 
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Brown bread our fare, our gold the lawyer s fee, 
Till mutual int reſt taught us to agree— 120. 
To keep fair peace at table, and in bed, 
Folks firſt muſt have a reaſonable head— 

To yield a little let but each contrive, 
And then, beſure, a family ſhall thrive. 


| She ſpake, and Cramer liſten'd with delight, 125 
Swift throꝰ his boſom. ſhot a ray of light—._ 
The happieſt omen from her tale he drew, 
Drank, took his leave, and to the townhouſe | 
fle 7 

There citizens, and ſenators he ſaw, 
And oyndics brawling i in the courts of law 130 
There growl'd De Luc, and . and Fla- 

| Uigre— , | 

The noiſe they 11 1 was terrible 1 ; 
Says Cramer Friends, your barb'rous work re- 
ſign, 1 8 
Madam Oudrille invites you to good wine— 
Be this a day of jollity, and glee—= 125 
| Come one, and all—tis fate's ſupreme . 


5 He e ſpeaks—and all obey the high 3 ; 
Covell; the halt with Kitty i in his 1. | 


Kitty” 


| The Civil War of Geneva. 1 
Kitty the ſpruce, the loving, and the ſwect— : 
Her coming gueſts the lady haſtes to greet— 140 
With cheerful face, and carriage void of art, 
She pleaſes, fills, and captivates the heart— 
The ſtory of her race again ſhe tells, 
In which a ſalutary moral dwells— | 
That houſes ſurely are undene by ſtrife, 145 
Whilſt amity ſecures the joys of life. 


The ſenate profits by a hint ſo plain 
The people to their wits return again 
From this bleſt hour revives the golden age 
The ſprightly dance, the mirth- inſpiring ſtage, 150 
(Sports which rough Calvin baniſh'd from the 

gates, ” | 
Innocent pleaſures, which old Vernet hates) 
Encourag'd by the enyoy's friendly voice, - 
Return, and cauſe the city to rejoice— 
Beauty's fair queen deſcended from above, 1 55 
And at Plain-palaisſ fix'd the ſeat of love 


+ A walk between the Rhone and the Arve, juſt beyond 


the city gates, full of Villas, and delightful gardens-It 


is now a moſt fertile ſpot of ground, but was s formerly an 
| upwholeſome morals, Plana Palus. | | : 
oe Eo | Geneva 


* 
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0 one great family became 
And all theſe words unanimous 1 
hat wretch ſoeuer diſcord ſball inſtill, 

- : <« We ſwear to 1987 him to the wiſe Oudrille,” 160 


Red-hair'd Rouſſe ban, diſguſted at the change, 
With his old hag once mote prepar'd to range 
But, ere he parted, formally addreſs'd 
Againſt the new- made peace a ſtrong proteſt, 
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| CounTxovs ReavDeR, 
VE R fince it was my good Fronts to pe- 

' ruſe the allegorical interpretation of Taſſo's - 
Gieruſalemme Liberata, I have been poſſeſſed 
with an' incredible deſire of finding out the hid- 
den meaning of every compoſition, that has fal- 
len into my hands.—By conſtant practice, I have. 
arrived at much greater perfechon in the noble 
art or ſcience \ for it is partly the one, and part- 
ly the other). of inveſtigating ſecret truths, than 
modeſty will permit me to relate. The force 
of this ſtudy in opening the underſtand- 
ing is altogether aſtoniſhing. Not to ſpeak of 
more ſublime reſearches, I have been enabled 
to diſcover a compleat ſyſtem of legiſlation in a 
modern tragedy ; and to frame an hiſtory of the 

| moſt barbarous ages from the careleſs, but ſpi-- ' 


G3 rited 
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rited ſtrokes of a genteel comedy. As a proof of my 
penetration in this matter, I will juſt mention, 
that, in a dedication of a book from one great man 


to another great man, where the former tells the 
latter, that he was born for the times in which 
he lived, theſe words are ſo far from being a 
compliment, that their concealed meaning is 
neither more nor leſs than this, Your excellency, 
or your any thing elſe, is a downrighttime-ſerver. 


5 There is no occaſion to point out particularly 
the advantages, which the public will reap from 
this my laudable | employment. — Many grave 
books written by very grave men, which have 
- been generally ſuppoſed totally deſtitute of mean- 
ing, will, by paſſing through my hands, be found 
to contain treaſures of real knowledge.—T ſhall 
be able to reconcile the moſt diſcordant opinions; "VE 

=y 1 ſhall ſhow, (what nobody, without my aid, 

: would have even ſuſpected) chat the learned pa- 
10 tron of the ſoul's ſleep is an ortnodox divine.— 
| Thus ſhall I be of ſome uſe i in my generation % 
4 for, heaven forbid: that, in an age, wt. en 
+58 | every | 
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every boſom boils over with public ſpirit, the 
foul of T. Teres alone, ſhould remain unwarmed 

with the celeſtial flame. 


But Rome was not built in a day.—The time 
is not yet come for mankind. to enjoy the full be- 
nefit of my laborious enquiries, — My name 
| (which is nine parts in ten in this caſe) is not 
ſufficiently known to inſure a reading to my pub- 
lications ; I have therefore reſolyed to tack it to 
that of the celebrated Voltaire, that fo, under fa- 
vourof my introducer, 1 may ſlide into good com- 
pany; and when I am once admitted, it will be 
my own fault, if I do not maintain my 
| ground. | 


f 


'F have diſcovered this inimitable poem of the 
- Civil War of Geneva, or the Amours of Robert 
Covelle, to be one entire and beautiful allegory 
of the preſent diſſentions that infeſt Great- Britain. 
Are you ſurprized, good reader? — By my faith, 
7 you have reaſon to be ſo.—But perhaps. you don't 
know What an allegory is; — Nay, be not af- 
fronted — many Wile men have written of it, 
| unn 
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without underſtanding it.—Allow 1 me, W | 
1 either to inform, or remind you, that it is the 
relation of a fact under . ſymbolic terms; and 


theſe terms may be invented, or conſiſt of reali- 
ties, or be a mixture of truth and fiction. Our 
author has choſen this laſt method; he has taken 
the late diſputes in the little unimportant ſtate of 
Geneva, embelliſhed them with divers poetical 
ornaments, and by this means given us an exact 
repreſentation of the more i important troubles of 
; England ; —for the former word Great-Britain 
flipped inadvertently from my pen— the northern 
part of this iſfand being confeſſedly i in a ſtate of ' 
the ſtricteſt union and amity. 


Was I to content myſelf with this ſingle hive, 
I ſhould do my countrymen no wrong ;—I know 
their ſagacity reſembles a train of gun-powder, 
Which blazes out in a moment from one end to 
tze other, at what part ſoever the match is ap- 
plied.— How many likeneſſes has the penetrating , 
reader already diſcerned—there are his grace, and 
my lord, and Sir James, and the dean, and Mr. 
3h Alderman, and the — and ſo on ad infinitum!. 
| Ought 
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unt I, by a cloſe examination, to reſtrain ; 


this delightful play of fancy ?—No, certainly 
all I ſhall attempt is to regulate it by tracing a 


few leading ſtrokes, — after which, 


each one 
— proceed as he likes beſt. 


in dan ee atiithe poem, 1 
Covelle—his courage, his oppoſition, point him 


out to us, as a great patriot ;—his love of plea- 


ſares ſhows him to be a patriot of the preſent * 
times, —idolatry and ſervility are his utter deteſ- 
tation,—he leads his fellow citizens at will 
they honour him, they eſpouſe his cauſe with an 
ardour nearly approaching to enthuſiaſm,—they. _] 
neglect their reſpeQive occupations to defend 
him from oppreſſion.— After all this, can there 
be a doubt who it was that the aathor deſigned to 
repreſent ?—If there could, it muſt yaniſh, when 
tos remember the principal accuſation againſt 
| that he had, in the perſon. of Kitty, 


: 5 1 and es An Eſay upon Woman. 


Whence, in the next place, does our aher 
I derive all the confuſion, diſcord, and a thouſand 
other 
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other miſeries, that infeſt his little republic? 

Whence, but from the north,— a northern ge- 

nius contrives, a northern wind executes the 

ſtorm ;—read the deſeription of the man, his re- 

ſidence, bis employments, and then be at a loſs, 

if you can.— For my part, this character alone is 

ſuſßeient to convince me, that the a meant to E: 

5180 the ſcene of his n, in ann e * 
Ot all the: 8 . into e 

poem, the peer is by far the moſt aebi, 

be is deſcribed as abounding with riches and ge- . 

ach, = a 2 lover of home, xl as Rags | * 

— | a5 in a word, a eee, FT 

II the reader cannot find him out by theſe marks, 

n aſſiſt him by ſupplying an omiſſion in . 

ttanſlation, which forgets to define the number ED, 

of his faithful attendant dogs, whereas the ori: 

ina! tells us they were three exactly; — The 

device and motto of the order of the Bath will SIE I | 

veach us of what theſe dogs are bogs. > = 


* 
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The three women are evidently allegorical cha- 


racters, — we underſtand by Kitty, Liberty; by 


Vachine, Arbitrary Power; and by Oudrille, 
Prudence; how the laſt can. eſtabliſh the firſt, 


| comment. 
= Thus far it was not amiſs to conduct the 
reader ;—and being now put in the right road, 
he may boldly puſh forwards, and with infinite 
delight continue to allegorize,—Tt would be pay- 
ing hima bad compliment to ſuppoſe, that he ſtands 


n need oſ an interpreter to explain who are meant 


by the ſynod, and who by the counſellors.—The : 


— dodtors, the gentle rhimir ; apothecary, the 


in the neighbourhood of St. Peter's church, 
Y Where the power of fickleneſs preſides, and of 


and drive away the ſecond, is too. pron to need a 


faithful votary of the goddeſs Inconſtancy, are 
theſe characters that want an illuſtration? — It 
- ſhall not be my part to ſay, what places there are 
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whoſe ſteadineſs a weathercock is the proper em- i N 
blem. —Proceed with courage, my good friends, Y 
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